ACROSS   THE   MOUNTAINS

sculpture of the body on the naked, living rock. It was one
of the old uncouth Christs hewn out of bare wood, having
the long, wedge-shaped limbs and thin, flat legs that are
significant of the true spirit, the desire to convey a religious
truth, not a sensational experience.

The arms of the fallen Christ had broken off at the
shoulders, and they hung on their nails, as ex-voto limbs
hang in the shrines. But these arms dangled from the
palms, one at each end of the cross, the muscles, carved
sparely in the old wood, looking all wrong, upside down.
And the icy wind blew them backwards and forwards, so
that they gave a painful impression, there in the stark,
sterile place of rock and cold. Yet I dared not touch the
fallen body of the Christ, that lay on its back in so gro-
tesque a posture at the foot of the post I wondered who
would come and take the broken thing away, and for what
purpose.